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“But in contentment I still feel the need of some imperishable bliss.” –  Sunday 
Morning from the collection of poems called Harmonium by Wallace Stevens. 
 
 

In our internet, digital, mass-producer, mass-consumer, ever updating, ever changing, 24 
hour, multicultural, post-modern world, our sense of time and place can be lost. The 
paradigms of virtue shift from the real in the present and constantly cascade into the 
artificial glare of the flickering strip-light preserved past. From out of the forgotten 
cardboard boxes of old evidence rooms, disembodied recordings like fireflies flutter out, 
timeless and beautiful sparks from a campfire. This isn’t a process to be reversed, a crime to 
be undone, but I’ve found that a sense of place assists in maintaining some grounding or 
preservation of something that I regard as being human. 
 
I have lived in Buckinghamshire for most of my life. A move across the county when I was 
four has assisted me in gauging when certain things happened. Snagging my new dark green 
striped t-shirt on the garden fence in Chesham: aged 4. Tree climbing or walking on the 
frozen canal ice outside Aylesbury, I must have been at least 5. I find this mixture of place 
and time useful and my very early memories are unusually abundant and clear. A sojourn in 
Wiltshire of several years yielded another set of memories: hares, deer and hill forts at 
dawn, Salisbury, Marlborough, bookshops and warm summer evenings in remote woodland 
with the alto saxophone. 
 
In the hot midday sun last weekend I went on a familiar walk. Setting out along the canal 
from Aylesbury with a sandwich and drink in hand, I was initially looking for a place to sit. 
However, I found myself needing to walk further and further along the path in order to find 
a familiar view and a recognisable affirmation of my memories. New houses have been built 
along the opposite bank where I remember fields. These were the edgeland spaces where 
small fires were coaxed out of abandoned pallets and cardboard boxes. The occasional bush 
was cremated by accident. Dubious plants naively smoked resulting in very little chemical 
amusement and a risk of poisoning. Old valve operated televisions dismantled for parts that 
would never be of any use thereafter. The aesthetics of a bag of capacitors and resistors is 
still pleasing and I have fond memories of the unique pop of a valve smashed under foot. 
The necessary laws around fly tipping have removed most of these pleasures. Once 
secluded and crumbling bridges, where my first innocent sexual encounters had taken place, 
are now repaired and in easy view from many a new double glazed upstairs window.  



 
 
 

So a sense of memory and place exists in this recording. The connections of air, wind, the 
rag-tag rattle of a bag of capacitors and amplifier valves. That effort of pumping the air 
through an instrument, the exertion of tree climbing, the work needed to keep the 
harmonium operating or a campfire burning and controlling its acrid smoke. The piece was 
conceived in a multiplicity of locations. Myself and Chris had not met at this stage having 
found each other through Linear Obsessional and connected via the internet. I had for a 
long time wanted to use Lol Coxhill’s harmonium as the centre of a piece. It needed to be an 
important piece as I feel as if every note played on this instrument might be its last. The 
back of the instrument comes away easily for maintenance and cleaning but also reveals the 
many repairs to the air reservoir (a large bag made out of a rubberised canvas material that 
is over a hundred years old) that have been made using Duck Tape. This was a favourite all-
purpose repair material used by Lol for replacing hinges on cases or liberally applied when 
sealing a package for posting. It should be noted that the harmonium is not the small table 
standing instrument, but the much bigger foot pumped variety, with two pedals that 
operate bellows to generate a flow of air to the reeds.   
 
The sense of place that is preserved here is the wild world of the deserted church at 
twilight, with its dust particles hung in the air by the light of a descending summer sun. A 
Northern beach overlooking wind turbines. The special landscapes and characters as 
depicted by Arthur Rackham. Birds, rats and voles crossing lost footpaths. “Penda’s Fen” or 
“Robin Redbreast”, both made for television, with their unfolding and undefined 
malevolence. The desert lands and ruins of Orford Ness, where in the corner of many a shed 
a murder might have occurred. A cinema in ruins where I once saw Disney’s Pinocchio. Or 
the mystery of a half forgotten face suddenly emerging, recognisable from the composite of 
a photofit. 
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